
The Tre^tclk ' 

<jb. TYfh, that wasin the ragejo.. •>. . ■ . 

Speake icagaine.and eueu with the word. 

That hand which for thy Loue did kill thy Loue, 1 
Shall lor thy loue, kill a farre truer loue. 

To both their deaths thou fhalt beaeccfliuy# 

La. 1 would know thy heact. 

Glo, Tis figured in my eprgue. 

La. I fearc me both are falie, 
v Then neuer man was true. 

La. Well, well, put vp yourfword, 

Glo. Say then ray peace i* made. 

La. That fhall you know hereafter. 

Glo. But I fhall liue in hope. 

La. All men I hope Hue fo. 

Glo. Vouchfafe to weare this ring. 

La. To take is. not to giue. 

Git Looke how this ring utcooapaflech thy finger, 
Euen fo thy breft inclofethmy poorc heart. 

Were both of them for both ofthem are thine. 

And if thy poore fupplyant may 

But beg one fauour at thy gracious hand, . 

Thou doeft confirme his happineffe forcuer. 

La. What is it? 

Glo. That it would pleafe thee leaue thefc fad defigBM 
To him that hath more cauie to be a mourner, 

A prcfently repaire to Crosbie place. 

Whereafter 1 haue folenmdy enterred 
At Cbertfie Monaftery this noble King, 

And wet His graue with my repentant tear es, 

I will with ail expedient dutie fee you ; 

For diuers vnknowne reafons, I befeech you 
Grant me this boone. 

La. w it h all my heart, and much it ioy e* me to©> 

To fee you are become fo penitent : 

TrtffiS and Bartly , goe a long with me. 

Qlo. Bid me farewell. 

La. Tis more then you defeme .* 

But finer you teach mehow to flatter you, 

Imagine I haue fayd farewell alreadie §***» 

- - " ■ bit' 






WILLIAM SHAKESPEARE Richard III (STC 22320) LONDOC 


t>j Richard the 7 ihird. 

do.' Sirs, takevp the routfe, 

Ser. Towards Cherthe noble Lord ? 

Glia No to white Fryers there attend my comming: 
Wasruer woman in this humour woed ? Extent Manet Gle, 
Was euer woman in this humourwonne ? 

I!e haue her, but I will not keepe her long. 

What I haue kild her husband and her father. 

To take her in her hearts extreameft heater 
With cuifri in her mouth tearcsiuher eyes. 

The bleed ine wimefle of her hatred by s 

Hauing God, her confidence, and thefc barres agamfl me ; 

And I nothing to backc my lute withall 

But the plaine Diueland diffcmbling lockes. 

And yet towinherall the world is nothing? Hah. 

Hath fhee forgot already that biaue Prince 

Edward, her Lord, Whom ! feme three moneebs fince 
Stabd in my angry mood at Tewxburjt 
A Tweeter and louelier gentleman, 

Framd in the prodigality of nature.* 

Yong,rahant, wife, and no doubt right royali, 

Thefpacious world cannot againe affoord. 

And will fhe yet dcbacc her eyes on me, 

That cropt the golden prime of this fweet Prince, 

And made her widdow to a woefufl bed ? 

On me, whofe all not equals Edwards moity. 

On me that halt, and am vnfhapen thus ? 

My Dukedome to be abeggcrly denier, 

I doe mifiakc my perfon all this while. 

Ypon my life fhee finds although I cannot 
My felfe, to he a marualous proper man, 
llebe atchargesfora Lookirg-glafTe, , 

And entertaine fomefcoreor two of tailors 
To ftudie fafliions to adortie my body, 

Since I am crcp tin fauour with my felfe, 

I will maintainc it with a little coft. 

But fit ft lie turne yon fellow in his graue. 

And then return® lamenting to jmy loue. 

Shine out faire funne, till I haue bought a glafle, 

That 1 may fee my fhado w as I paffe. Exit. 
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